Stand still; must you dance here for company ?

He droop'd, we went, till one (which did excel

The' Indians in drinking his tobacco well)

Met us: they talk'd; I whispered. Let us go;

It may be you smell him not; truly I do.

He hears not me; but on the other side

A many-colour'd peacock having spy'd,

Leaves him and me: I for my lost sheep stay;

He follows, overtakes, goes on the way,

Saying, Him whom I last left all repute

For his device in handsoming a suit;

To judge of lace, pink, panes, print, cut and plait,

Of all the court to have the best conceit:

Our dull comediana want him; let him go:

But, oh! God strengthen thee; why stoop'st thou so ?

Why, he hath travail'd long; no, but to me

Which understood none, he doth seem to be

Perfect French and Italian. I reply'd,

So is the pox.    He answer'd not, but spy'd

More men of sort, of parts and qualities.

At last his love he in a wndow spies,

And like light dew exhaFd he flings from me,

Violently ravish'd to his lechery.

Many there were he could command no more;